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NOTE by -the EDITOR, 



A slight French Drama intitled, €i Ld 
Vallet du Torrent" furnished the general outline of 
this trifle. The management of the story, however, 
differs, and the incident of the Svtord (on tthich 
the catastrophe is now made to hinge) is altogether 
an introduction. 

The attributes of the legitimate Drama, in* 
elude very superior efforts of composition ; but the 
Melo-Draraa, nearly as trivial as the Pantomime, 
demands of its humbler votary, no more than the 
excitement of curiosity. The iC Broken Sword" 
will probably be found to have fulfilled this limited 
obje&. 
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THE 



BROKEN SWORD. 



ACT I. 



SCENE — The Pyrenees, at day-break — the Cabin of a 
Goatherdess towards the front % on one fide Eftevan 
dif covered on a Crag alone — his figure worn and ema- 
ciated, is wrapped in a ragged Mantle*- ±he approaches 
with a timid, doubtful Hep — Mufic ceafes as he ap- 
proaches the thre/bold. 

Ejlev. JlT is her cabin — yes, the cabin of my kinf- 
' woman ; her heart was ever kind, and (he; will 
furely (helter me ! No one obferves me — now dare 
I venture — (He advances to knock* and fkddenly recoils 
tuitba Hart of terror) — Ha! who calls me? — Is't the 
purfuit ? — [Looks wildly round) — No, no, no ! 'Twas 
but the eagte's fcream. — [He firikes cautioufly againfl 

the door.)— Stella ? Stella \ 

(Stella appears at a Cajement above. 

Stel. Who calls fo early? I s't Beatrice ? Ha! a 
man— and a ftranger !— Who is at my door ? 

Ejlev. A wretch — a way-worn fainting wretch i— 
if you have charity, receive and Ihelter him* 
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Stel. Enough ! unhappy one ! be copiforted.- — 

(Clo/es the Ca/ement.) 

Bjlev. A blefling on the mercy which preferves 
me ! another hour of ftruggle, and thefe limbs had 
funk beneath their wretched burden; 



Stella Enters from the Cabin. 

Stel. Now, my good friend, what fervice can I 
fhew you ? 

Eftev. Grant me but a little food ; let me reft till 
evening on your mat, and you will fave a fellow 
creature's life. 

Stel. Cheerfully, and with' the heart's kind wel- 
come; lean on this arm, poor wanderer, and 
enter. 

Eftev. Ah, my good and generous S(ella ! 

SteL My name! you know me then* 

Efiev. So, once did Stella know a happy and re- 
fpefted kinfman, called Eftevan de Burgos, 

SteL My coufin, and my kiiideft friend in child-' 
hood ? — Ah ! — Yes ! — I knew and loved him dearly! 
■ — he was Valet to the Count Luneda, and left his 
country many years fince to follow his mafter into 
Mexico. — Do you bring news of him? 

£jtev t Stella ! . look on tbeie haggard features 
well. 

Stel. Ah ! is't poffible ? — O, jjes— I fee — I recoi- 
led — but fure fd terrible a change 

Eftev. Mifery and defpair have wrought it—for 
foar dreadful days the wolf has Ihared his hiding 
place with me in watchfulnefs and famine. Stella ! 
behold this chain ! — (Opens the Mantle and difflays 
an Iron Collar upon Ah Neck ) 

SteL Merciful heavens I — the iron collar I tbe 
habit of 
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Eftev. A galley flave ! Aye, Stella, I have been 
accufed of fearful deeds— tried, convi&ed, feruen- 
ced to the toiling oar for life — but I was innocent, 
OB my foul innocent! — Four nights fince, I barft 
my chains, and efcaped from my prifon at Rofas,— 
the Pyrenees have veiled me in their pathlefs mazeg 
from purfuit.— I toiled to pafs the Spamlh frontier, 
but fatigue and famine overweighed my ftrength ; 
juft as my ftepi had failed, your cabin, Stella, your 
well known cabi n 

/ Stel. Ah ! be it your beacon of hope, your cita- 
del of fafety. 

( Voices at a diitancc. 

Eftev. [in violent emotion.) — Ha ! voices— footfteps! 
—I am purfued — I am loft !— {Falk exhaufled on the 
ground; Stella runs affrighted to the foot of the crofs 9 
then returns re-affur*d.) 

Stel. No, no, you are fafe, believe me ! they who 
approach, are only the Goatherdeffes from the val-? 
ley — they are my companions and my friends.— 
Roufe thee, coufin !-r-be cautious and fear not.— 
(Several Goatberdeffes iefceni the Craggy and advance 
gaily to Stella.) 

Beat Come, Stella, forward with us, to the 
bridge of St. Paulo ; the fun is rifing, and we (hall 
fcarcely reach it before the young Cavalier pafies. — • 
Who is this ftranger ? 

Stel. Tis a poor travelling man — half perifhing, I 
fear from want. — (Afide to Eftevan.) — Rely upon 
my caution ! 

Jacin. A traveller in diftrefs!.— Ah ! let us all af- 
fift him ! — (Some of the Girls encircle Eftevan,. and 
fupport him~~4thers run into the Cabin, and, return with 
a Bench and Table, which they cover with Fruits, Bowls 
of Milk, (3c.) 

Eftev. Thanks, my kind and charitable Miftrefles ! 
the bleffings of the wretched be upon your way^ 
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Sttl. Ours is not a diftant one, only to the bridge 
which erodes the torrent at the end of our valley.— 
The fon of our good Seigneur returns home this 
morning, from the wars, and we are affembled to 
meet him at the bridge and drew flowers ; but my 
companions (hall proceed without me. 

Ejlev* Nay, not fo, I muft befeech you ! — {Afidc 
to her.) — If you remain, it may excite fufpicion, 

Sfel. (Aequiefcing by a look.) — Well then, I will re* 
turn, good man, in an hour at latcft;— meanwhile, 
feed on the fimple fare our mountain boards pro* 
vide — reft on the ruthes ftrewn within—to (lumber 
link fecurely, and in dreams be happy ! 

SONG and CHORUS. 

Stella and Goatherdesses. 

I. 

Way. worn man ! here cheerly rest, 

Perils past and trarail o'er— 
Droop no more by toil opprtost, 

Rest thee at the Rustic's d'oor. 

Rest, way-worn man ! 

II. 

Milk, our up-land flocks have yielded, 

Roots and honey strew the board ; 
Grapes yon rock from storm hath shielded, 

These are all oar huts afford. 

Rest, way. worn man ! 

(The Girls afcend, finding in Chorus, at the 
$ Scene clojes.) 
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SCENE— Ah Apartment in the Chateau— fevered ZW- 
nefiics burty acro/s the Stags, carrying Vajes of 
Flowers and different Ornaments for a Fete. 

Enter Pablo. 

Pah. Have a care, Therefa, how you carry that 
jar ; Pedro, hold the beaupot Ready ; Ah ! Bartolo, 
thdu art an aukward devil ; all my pains are thrown 
away— every thing will be fpoitt.— 'There, there, get 
you forward, idle, heedlefs, gracelefs heathens !— • 

(Exeunt Domestics. 
How I labour, but, all to no purpofe ! Elegance is 
not to be taught — I prefent the model, but nobody 
copies it. — {Takes a Chair.) — What a fatiguing day 
this will be ! — Firft, it's the return of young Do» 
Claudio from the wars; that's a rejoicing. — Next, 
it's the anhiverfary of the murder of Count Luneda, 
poor little Mafter Myrtillo's papa, — that's a con- 
doling. Then there's to be a ceremony upon botk 
dccafions — to laugh for the one, and cry for the 
other — how difficult to unite fuch oppofites ! Mift 
Rofara has left all to my mahagement. — What a 
tafk for a man of genius ! I (hall fink under it— I 
feel quite opprefled already. 

Capt. Zavier (without*) 

Zav. Sail a-head there ? Varlet ! Pablo ! 

Bab. ( Jumping up.)— Here's the old fea Captain 
firing his chafe-guns after me— it's too much on the 
brain — I can never Hand it,— Here, Capt. Zavier. 

Enter Zavier. 

Zav. So, puppy, I have you within hail at laft J 
B 
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Haw long am I to wait for totftk&ft ? where** xxtf 
brother? my niece? where** my little Myrtillo > 

Pak. Under favour, you mutt fancy it banyan 
day, Captain ; — no breakfaft yet — I can't fpare you 
a fiqglc lacquey. 

Zav. Why, the knave's befotted. Where have 
you fent all the fervants ? 

Pai. (Laying bis finger to his nofk.) — Hiiflt f hu(h t 
be fecret ; we are knee-deep in preparations. ' 

Zav. Preparations t and for what T 

Pa&. Joy and griefr— dances and dirges — the lir* 
*ing and the dead — — 

Zav* Speak plainly, you incomprehensible dol- 
phin, or 1*11 translate your flcull into a meaning with 
my ftick* 

(Rofara runs in, and catibcs Zavier's arm* 

Ros* Hold* dear uncle t I'll be poor Pablo's -ex- 
pofitor. 

Zav. Aha f my pretty nifcce I thy kifs charms the 
rifihg ftprm into a nap, more cunningly than e'er a 
Lapland witch's bag!— Yet, that puppy fo provoked 
me 

Rot. I am in fault, uocle \ poor Pablo only a$> 
ed by my deGre. 

Pab. No, Captain, Fonly flood at the helm, but 
Mifs gave fleering orders.— (.^fcfe. ) — There's a fair 
fop for the old dragon in his own element. 

Zav. Well, but I muft be taken into. confidence- 
Come, roguiflb eyes, tell me your fetreti 

Rts% Muft I ? You fhall promife to be very 

gpod then. We are preparing a furprife for fome- 
. body in the garden*— a triumphal arch — garlanfls*^ 
inscriptions — in faQ, a fete in compliment to the* 
day. You know, my brother's return after a long 
twelvemonth's abfence, may be expcfted every mi- 
nute. His campaign has been a glorious one, and our 
dear Claudio ought to meet, araidft the welcomes of 
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Hh bomfc, a grateful recolleftion of the gallantry by 
which it had been protefted. 

Zav. That's a fentiftrent wwthy of a 'female 
heart; the debt of gratitude can fcevet be ovfer-pafcl 
to the defenders of their country, whether by &ad 
or fea. Ah ! you girls hav* little notion df dt*t 
perils, I remember, when I was firft appointed to 
his Catholic Majefty's gun-brig, the Strombblo-*— - 

Pah { Afide.) — O ! Lord, if he once gets on board 
the Strombolo, we ftiall make a voyage till dinner- 
time* — (batfily.) — Mifs, Mifs, yotthave not told hi* 
honour t'other half of the fecret. 

Res* Tcue, Pablo. Have you forgotten this day 
is the anniversary of an event, at once our happi. 
nefs and our affli&ion.— Your little protegee, the 
orphan Myttillo 

Zav. How? what? this day, faid you?-— true, 
*rue, the thirteenth of Auguft-^'tis juft ft* year* 
this day, fince I firft found him iti the Wood of Col* 
. lares. — Poor, little fellow ! how unhappy this d*f 
wiH make him ! for he ftill feels the horrid tragedy, 
as if it were but yefterday it happened. 

Ros* True, my dear uncle j and, as l.kneto his 
forrows ever return upon this morning with abater 
pain, I had planned a little incident. Among the 
efFeQa, which- the unhappy Lttn«da had left behind 
him in Mexico, and which but lately were tra re- 
mitted for his orphan, 1 found a marble butt, faid to 
be a linking refemblance of the toittfdered man.— 
Myrtillo is, as yet, ignorant of its exiftence. 1 have 
ordered a (mail monument, recording the ftrange 
calamity, to be raifed at the entrance of the garden - $ 
on this the buff (hall prefemly be depofifed, with 
an appropriate ceremony, in the orphan'* pfefence. 
Thus, in the very mtdft ot our own feftivity, he will 
discover, (hat bis affli&ions have been remembered* 
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Zav. Well, well; but is not this beating about 
For a north-eaft paflage to China, thro* the frozen 
ocean, while the plain courfe lays open to us, by. 
the Cape of Good Hope ? Why remind the litfcle 
fellow of his misfortunes, while we have fongs, dan- 
ces, caftanets, and fparkling mufcadin tp drown 
thpm in oblivion ? 

Ros. Wrong, uncle — pofitively wrong. Naviga- 
tion is your fcience — botany mine : and fince you 
Ijave invoked Neptune for a metaphor againft me, 
I (hall e'en borrow an illuftration of Flora in my de-» 
fence. Recoiled the plant I Iketched for your 
dreffing room yefterday — the Evening Prirnrofe.—- 
When the fun glares, and the bufy hum of a&ion is 
abroad, that timid flower folds itfelf together clofely % 
droops to the ground, and feems to ficken with the 
day; but when the nightingale fings plaintively, 
and the meek glimmer of the moon is round us. — 
Ah 1 then its tiny leaves difclofe — the dew-drop 
fteals into its bofom, it cheers— -it blooms— and 
blends its fpirit with the gentler hour !— Even fo 
fares jt with the human heart, affli&ion recoils from 
the embrace of mirth, but foftens, and expands at 
the touch of fympathy. 

Zav. Hum! may be fo — jpay be fo — my poor 
Myrtillo ! and this day fix years was the very morn- 
ing of our firft meeting. Niece ! did I ever relate 
to you the particulars of that adventure in the wood 
pf Coll ares? ' 

Pab. O, doleful ! when once he gets into that 
wood, he never finds a way out again. Mifs ! Mils! 
don't trouble the Captain now — remember, 'tis 
fuch a bufy time. 

Zq,v. Oh, I don't value the trouble a rope's end ; 
but, take a feat, my child. I always tell my ftbry 
belt, when my company are feated. Pablo, my 
k$ ? there's aftool for thee in yonder cornfci> 
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' Pab. Thank ye kindly, Captain; but I wouldn't 
take fuch a liberty for the world ; befides, I've 
heard the ftory. 

Zav. Repetition imprints a faQ ftronger on the 
memory ; be feated I command you. 

Pab. (Afide.) My bowels yearn at the thoughts 
of it. — Such a difageeable hard feat too ! 
. Zav. Let me fee — aye! it is exaQly fix years 
fince, that peace being reftored to Spain, and my 
fhip paid off, my kind brother offer'd me a fnug 
hammock iji the dwelling of my forefathers; — I 
mounted a mule at Barcelona, and trotted away for 
my native mountains. At the dawn of the fourth 
day's journey, I entered the wood of Collares, when 
fuddenly from the thick boughs of a cork tree 

Pab. (Jumping up.) A chefnut, Captain* a chef- 
nut* 

Zav. Bah! you booby, I fay, a cork. 

Pab. And I fwear, a cheinut — Captain ! this is 
Tthetwenty-feventh time I have heard you relate this 
ftory, and you invariably faid, a chefnut, till now. 

Zav. Did I? Well, a chefnut be it then. But f 
take your feat again. 

Pab. Willingly — Only out with the cork, and I'm 
your man for fitting. 

Zav. Well then — fropn the thick boughs of a chef- 
ntit, fuddenly flipped down a little boy, who caft him- 
felf on his knees in the path before me — his features 
were convulfed and pale, and his poor piteous eyes 
that were raifed befeechingly to mine, ran over with 
fait water as faft as the fcuppers of my own brig, 
when Ihe had fhippecLa fea. Is What cheer, young 
raeffmate ?" cried I,-^&h lips open'd, as if to return- 
my hail, but no utterance followed ; yet the boy« 
kept throwing out ftrange fignaU of diftrefs, and 
feemed to invite me, in dumb (hew, to accompany 
him thro 9 an opening in the underwood. X di^ 
pu>vm{ed ? faften'd my mule to the— th$— * 
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Pab. (Etgerly.) Chefmit. 
Tmv. Well, well, the tree thsU flood next rae.-~ 
The child placed his cold and trembling hand with* 
io mine, and led me thro* a winding of the wood, 
into an open fpace, where the high road tp Col* 
lares eroded — there I beheld— Q! 1 (hall never for- 
get the fight! — a chariot, with its traces cut— the 
doors on either fide forced open, and the body of 
an Officer covered with dabs, ftretched on the feat 
^within. The boy fprang from me, threw himfelf 
upon the corpfe, covered with frantic kiffes every 
bubbling wound, then, raifed bis eyes to heaven, but 
dropped them in defpair, and fank down as Uteleis 
as the form that piilow'd him. 

Ros. Dear Myrullo! my heart weeps with thee. 

Zav< A precious time I had of it, you may be 
fure. The alarm was rung; the diftrift raifed, 
Alguazils,— -Corregidors — depofitions -*-examina» 
tions, and crofs examinations. At laft, we disco- 
vered by papers, found upon the body, and by the 
child's evidence, who, though* deprived of ipeecb 
by the terror of the fcene, could write, that the 
murder'd man had been a Count Luneda, but re- 
cently landed from Mexico, and then travelling to 
meet fome military friend, whofe name Myrtillq 
had forgotten. 

Ros. I think it was dated, Count Luneda had 
converted his large property into jewels, which hp 
carried about him at the time. 

Zav % And of which be was rifled by the mur- 
derer ; but, thanks to Providence and my excel* 
lent brother, our poor orphan, tho' bereft of parent, 
and of fortune, poflefles yet a kindly, and prote£U 
*ng home. 

Rou Where compaffion gives him two fathers fof 
the one be has loft— a fitter in Rofaia — ~ 

fob* And a true friend in Pablo— but fee, bfe 
chamber opew~f/oi«te *jfthift4%e.) 



THE BROKEN SWOittt 1* 

Zoo. He feems loft in thought; he holds his tab* 
lets in one band, a pencil in the other. 

Ros. And writes, as he advances — fo earneft 
too, he does not obferve as. 

Mtrtii>lo enters as defeated— when be rtacbts the 
front eft ht Stage, be rapidly aids another word to the 
Tablet* and* by gefiure exprefes that the document is 
then complete.— He iurns, perceives bis friends , end 
throws him) 'elf precipitately into the arms of Rofar* 
and Zavier. 

Zov. Welcome, my adopted fon, 

Rof. Welcome, my fecond brother ! 

Pah. The compliments of the morning to you; 
Mkfter Myrtillo. — (Myrtillo draws back y and figns to 
Pkblo reproachfully.) — Ah ! he will never let me 
fpeak nefpeftfully, as I wifh, WeU, then, if I muft 
not fay Majter Myrtillo, good day, my friend Myr* 
ttllo.— (Myrtillo /miles f runs to him % and /hakes bands 
eagerly.) — Aye, now he's pleafed ; but it's a flsame 
for me to be fo famittar-^I, who am only a fervaftt. 
*— {MyTtiWojbakcs his heady and feems to afk " What, 
then am I?" turns again to Zavier, and exprejfes that $ 
without bis bounty, he fhould be defitnte.) 

Rof. Fye, Myrtillo! we do not like to be remind- 
ed' — your fenfe of gratitude is too deep— it diflhreffes 
us. 

Zav. Gratitude, and for what ? doing our duty ? 
Heaven help the child ! wouldn't he be a pretty dog 
of a failor who fhould fee a meffmate drowning 
alongfide his (hip, and not fling out a rope to fave 
him upon deck. [£*i>. 

Rof You have been writing this morning; what 
fubjeft has employed your fancy*— (He fgnifies his 
faft misfortunes, that the prefent day is their fixtbatmi* 
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vetjary, then bows refpectfully, and offers the tablets io 
l£ofara.) 

Rof Ah ! I comprehend you, dear Myrtillo, but 
too well, and thefe tablets are defigned" for me.— 
{He exprejfcs ajjent.) — What infcription i& herefr 
" The memoirs of an orphan, dedicated to his bene* 
factress." — (She appears about to open the leaves, Mytf- 
tillo flops her, and ajks that Jhe will not read, farther in 
his pre fence.) — Enough, I will read of you hfereafter, 
cotiverfe with you now, think of you for ever. 

Enter the Baron with an open letter. 

Baron. Joy, joy to all of you ! Our abfentce will 
be in the arms of his family within the hour : thus 
runs his billet :-— (Reads) — <c The courier who de- 
•• livers this will fcarcely precede me by a fingle poft. 
" A brother officer, the Chevalier Rigolio, is the 
u companion of my journey. He has proved the 
*t kindest of friends to your inexperienced foldier— 
* tell Rofara he is wealthy, accomplished, and a bat- 
fC chelor; Need I entreat the froiles of my pretty 
%*ftfter to welcome fuch a vifitor ?" You perceive, 
Rofara, your brother thinks oiyou. 

Rof. And I of him fo entirely, Sir, I cannot find a 
thought to wafte on {hangers. 

Pab. Fags and fidgets! Don Claudio on the 
road,' and half my work yet unfinilhed. O ! by your 
love of the fine arts — to the garden — to the fete—- to 
the buft. 

Rof. Hu(h ! Come, Myrtillo, you milft be my ef- 
coru (Myrtillo befit ates, and implies relu£lance.) How, 
you rcfufe to be my beau ? is this your gallantry ? 
— (He/hakes his head mournfully 9 draws out his watch, 
points to the hour, and lifts his hands , as inptayer % and 
exptejfes anxiety to be gone .) 
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Rof (Afide to Pablo.)— Hu(h ! liis watch reminds 
him—'tis near the hour when the annual mafs for 
his father is Tung at the chapel beyond the torrent— 
'tis his cuftom afterwards to remain in folitary prayer 
till evening. We underftand your fcruples, Myr- 
tillo, and refpeft their piety. You (hall reach the 
chapel by the time you wifli; but yield iis a few 
fpare minutes firft. Your own Rofara afks it. Will 
you refufe her?— f Myrtillo eagerly kifes the band /he 
extends, and fubmits himfdf to herjifcretion.)-*Yo\i 
truft to me. Ah! the confidence (hall not be 
abufed. Quickly to the garden, to our feftival. — 
{Mufic of fudden animation. Pablo leads the way, the 
Baron follows, and Myrtillo, qarejfing the hand ^Ro- 
fara, Jinijhes the group.) 

SCENE. — The Gardens. — On one fide rs the entrance to 
a cyprefs grove, acrpfs which an artificial fcreen of 
boughs has been placed. Several domeftics are bufied 
in arrangement. Pablo runs forward and increafes 
the bujile. The other characters then enter, and reacft 
the front of the Stage. 

Rof. Beloved Myrtillo, pause — this fpot is facrcdly 
your own. Rofara eonfecrates this cypress grove 
to the adopted brother of her affections. 



CHAITNT OF INVISIBLE PERSONS FROM THE GROVE. 

Orphan I left by fate to languish, 

In these bowers appease thy fear, 
Kindred breasts still own thy anguish, 
# v». Vtej* their lore, their pity here* 
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(7& girts Juddentyc^idrthe ffrten into ffvpalfougfc 
and a monument, appears which has been hidden behind 
it; infcribed, " Sacred to the memory of Luneda.'* 
^Myrtillojrnis on fits knee, with involuntary fervor* 
4 Mack veil, which has furmemnted the 'monument, is 
lifted float ingly away, a$d the bust ofLmiedain wfate 
fnarble is difcovered* Myrtillo niters a fudden cry,, 
fprings forward, and clafps the marble with etdiufiajfic 

Zav. [Grafting 'Myrtillo by lie hand.)— Yes, my 
ctear Myrtillo, you 'M Iaft pemefa the'eferfing object 
of your pious wishes— 4 rneticf^l 6f your urih&pi*y 
father— and think not heavenly fhftice lefs certito 
becaufe 'tis flow : for, even this day, while you 
chaunt to the : f epofe of your parent, Iris rnurdirer 
may bp difclofed, his deftiny avenged.— (Nfyitilio 
wrought up tojtnthuftajm by the addre/s of ZaVfcr, pafi* 
/tonatdy addrejjes Heaven t andfetms to imprecate* its %bn- 
geance on thefecret ajjaffin* Shouts of villagers jfiddenly 
refound without, and the chime of bills strikes mjpyitosly* 

Baron. Hark! my fon is within frght. 

Kof. Ojir dear Claudia arrived ! 

Pablo. Now for my JUegrq after my Fenseroso. O, 
the bonny bells ! I hear them F— and 6, the bonny 
throats of the laffes! I hear them too!— Huzza i 
huzza! Cteutiib for ever?— (Runs 'Up the Stag* to 
meet them. Myrtillo seems anxious to Moid the fejlivity.) 

Zav. No, my chifd, you (hall riot be detained.— ^ 
Obey t&< altars facred call!— By yiMlder path yoir 
can avoid the crowd. 

Ros. But when religion has fulfilled its cl^im, 
then think of us— think of Claudio— he is Rofcra's 
brother, and must be yours.— (Myrtillo much agi* 
tated % bqfiily bids adieu, and promifes to return as fbe 
defiresy then darts off by an amending path on o**fide,ju/t 
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THE $RqKB^ SWQHq. I? 

<W Aejoyou\groupe kegm to difplay t/fflffclvei on q flawed 
eminence oppofite. Toung villager* r^ale qncf femqle, pre* 
tede featuring Jhmn, &c. (^0ie}^t<mbortties\ fcfe. 
%befe fill the1ro%t of the Stage, with Jong and #ayce f 
while Claudio and^ JtjgqlQ ^«/f tfpor^ the. W*W?f c » 
where they are received atqd v>eM*ned iy action p {he 
Characters cf the family % Claydio wfadwipg his friend^ 
fcfc.) 

{Jbe characters have gradually fivay$$ 9 and appear in 
front qs tie Ballet co$fydei.) 

Baron In truth, my nobis boy, you credit your 
campaign. 

°P^. Y$h young rp^fter has fliot up like ^ poplaf 
tree. 

Claudio. If qay returp is indeed a fubjeft of gratu- 
latiop among my relatives, to thisVjcpellent guardiarj, 
this beft of hiends— (pointing to Rigolio)-^U ac- 
knowjedgments arp jqftly due, 

Rigo. Forbear, dear Claudio, you overrate vtxf 
firpple fervices* 

Qaudio. Nay, Rigoljo, you (ball not deny my 
heart its dearest luxury; the expression of its grati- 
tude. Ves, my friends, but for this generous arm, 
your Claudio had been npfhiog. At'jHe ftornjing 
of- Tortona, dafhed from th$ Rampart,' and hurled 
amidft a crowd of foes, the brave Rigoljo cut a 
paflage tp nay $ id, and, *t t.l^p hazard of hj$ Qwu 
Jifcj refcued mine. 

Baron Noble gentleman ! if ever you become a 
pw«j.t, yoij will feel thofe thanks I p^nnot utter. 

jifgo. Your fon, my lord, is ap entkufiaft ;— to 
fave a gallant comrade in his ex tf rarity is but thjp 
.^ommon i i;pulte of a loidier's mii^a — yef, hg vjene- 
r*tjrs, as "the irefult of principle, that \vhich was 
^rely tfye effect of chance. 

Baron. Jhe generous fpirij ever jnakes it* own 
diftin&ions. Now, iny kind neighbours— [to* the 
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feasants)— partake of our refrefhments. Pablo, this 
is a part of your office, 

Pablo. Yes, my lord, and one I always execute in 
perfon. When eating and drinking is the charge, 
I never could bear to employ a deputy. — (Pablo ' 
conducts the villagers to the tables. They ajfemble joy- 
onfly % and he appears to superintend officioiifly .) 

Claudio. Ah ! how this fcene — this happy; native 
fcene exhilirates my heart! But, uncle, I mifs one 
welcome yet. Where is your fbn? 

Zav. O he (hall greet you prefesitly. 

Rtgo. How, Claudio, this is a . relative you had 
not mentioned to me : — I never heard you had a 
coufin. 

Zav. What ! has the Colonel never been told of 
our Myrtillo, the little orphan whom I found this 
day fix years, in the wood of Collares ? 

Rigo. (Starting.' — Found? — the wood of Col- 
lares? — and on this day ? 

Zav. Aye, the thirteenth of Auguft. Providence, 
Sir, caft him on my care, for his father had juft 
periflitd in that very wood by the execrable hand 
of an afiaffin. 

Rigo. (Involuntarily.)-^Mcrci(\i\ heavens! 

Claudio. My friend ! 

Ros. The Colonel is unwell. 

Rigo. (Endeavouring to rally.) — No, no — a mo- 
mentary fpafm — I entreat your pardon — 'tis gone 
again — this keen mountain air. 

Baron. You have remained expofed to it too long 
— let me conduct you, I entreat, into the houfe. s 
Our breakfaft fliall be prepared within. 

Rigo. You are too kind. I follow you. Lovely 
Rofara, may I prefume to afk this hand?— r(Tbey 
turn to pass into the house. The Baron leads 9 Rigolio 
follows, leading Rofara, Juft as they front the bujl, bis 
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eye Jails upon it ; fuddenly his band drops that of Rofara, 
and be /lands intenjely rooted to the [pot. ) 

Claudio. Colonel, will you not proceed? 

Rigo. (Without disengaging his eye.) — Which Is 
Vhe path ? 

Claudio. Straight onwards. 

Rigo. No — 'tis barred jagainft me — No, no, no— 
I cannot pafs him. 

Claudio Whom ? 

Rigo. Thofe dead eyes glare (o — Oh ! I cannot 
bear it. — Frown not fo terribly, Luneda. 

Cladio You knew him then ? — (to Rigolio.) — 
Perhaps he was your friend ? 

Rigo. My friend ? — Ha! ha! — Yes, yes, he was 
my friend.— Ha! ha! ha! — (He Jinks, paralyftd 
with emotion, between Claudio and Zavier. Ail the 
peasants, &c. participate.) 

Claudio, Bend him forwards; — he revives again, 

Rigo. Did I dream it? — No, 'tis there again! 
— ill fated, lacrificed Luneda! — My friend! — I called 
him fo, did I not ? 

Zav. You did, and you are with thofe who vene- 
rate hisjnemory. 

Rig. True— I perceive all now. — A buft, a mere 
memorial — and his orphan refides here. 

Ros. O! )es, Sir — and he will be fo rejoiced to 
welcome a friend of his father's. — Though he is 
dumb, his eyes will (peak for him. 

Rigo. How!— dumb, lay you? 

Zav* Yeb, Colonel, exceffive terror at the mo- 
ment of his father's murder deprived him of his ut^ 
terance; but medical men have affured me that 
fome violent revullion of nature may as fuddenly 
reftore it. 

Rigo. Does he recollect any circumftaoces think 
you of— of— ? 
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Ras. Of the murder ? O ! thoroughly, and though 
fix years have now eiapfed, he perfifts that ^e (hould 
rccognife the face of theaflaffia at a (ingle glance. 

Fadlo. (Running forward )— Joy ! joy ! good for* 
tune at the very nick of time ! Here comes Myrr 
tillo himfelf, returning from mafs — be runs towards 
us with all his fpeed. 

Claudio. Happy minute! Now, my friend, yop 
will behold — 

Rigp. {Wildly.)— Not for worlds— -My furprife— * 
my emotion— I cannot yet fuppqrt the joy of— 
Rof. But he is here. 

(Myrtillo appears at the top of the r\fing path by 
which bt bad before departed.) 
Riga, (jfuji glancing towards £/>».)— J3orror! 
madnefsl 

(Rigolio covers bi> countenance by bis hat, and re- 
cedes as the boy advances, dt tbe fame i^fiani 
at wfrich M y r til lo gains tbe front of the flagc l the 
Colonel has pa£ed behind the other fharafters, and 
darts away by the path tbeothfr hadju/l quitted*) 
Ctaudio.r~{pur/ues him crying*)-e-tAy ffiena ! xny 
friend!— {General groupe ) 
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ACT It 



SCENE— the Pyrenees, with Stblla'j Cabin, as k* 
,fdrt — Rigolio de funds the Crags f looking anxioujly 
behind him. 

Rfy. YES^I hate : dtftftrippcd purfuit.— Clai*. 
Ao 9 s Voicle h'olfofa dcfarh ttfe Tdcfcs no longer^-'tif 
folftude— utter folitude Ground. Here then let «e 
paufe^-here ufe the few brief minutes yet my <m'n 
—for refle&ion— for decifion !— After ft* years of 
fancied fefety — ruin! abfolute ruin, threatens to 
overwhelm me. The father pgrifhed, but the drikt 
furviVes— aye,— I rcfcbllea— when the flWfk'fcll ftom 
my face, and my dying vi&im cried ■■ " la it my 
friend that ftrikes ?" — then my at m— my fatuities 
were parafyfed, and While I ftfalterdd, the urcbia 
glided from my grafp!— Six years! — and yet tbis 
day — this fatal day— a lhrihg Evidence appears to 
blaft me ! — If this boy once nieet$ v he remembers — 
arid all h loft !— What is to be dotfe ? — afecondrftUr- 
der ? — No, no — that were the only certain way— 
but in the caftle, amidft his friends — the atterhpt 
*Wre vain I—Flight, then — aye ! inftarit flight alone 
can fave me. Once at a diftance from the fcerie of 
danger, I could at leifureframe fomc plan for nfy 
future life — write to Claudio — colour with {<imt 
well-imagined fraud, the abrdptnefs of my depar- 
ture, — and — yes — yes— it muft , be fo.— — Whsit if 
I drofs the mountains into France?— So, I'might 
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elude enquiry altogether. Could I but hire a guide 
to lead me acrofs thefe precipices to Bellegarde — 
I fees the Cabin.) — A Goatherd's cabin! — this may 
furnifh roe ! (knocks at the door* Stella appears.) 

SteL Gracious faints! — here's an honour! the 
great vifitor from the caftle ! » 

Rig. (Afide.) Confufion! — known here too!— 
you have feen me then before ? 

SteL Yes, Sjgnor !— You might not have noticed 
ifte, but I was one of the village laffes, who met yoii 
at the bridge, to ftrew flowers, and to 

Rig. True, true — I remember you. 

SteL But, blefs me ! — how comes your honour in 
fueh a place ? juft when the fete is going on at the 
caftle — not a creature has returned from the dance 
yet, except myfclf— and I only flipped away, bc- 
caufe 

Rig. (Haffiiy.) No matter, my good girl ! fud- 
den and unexpected bufinefs calls me frorp my 
friends. Could you procure me a guide, who would 
lead me by the ftraighieft path to the French fide of 
the mountain ? 

SteL How fortunate !— yes, yes, Signor — J have 
a travelling perfon within — a poor kinfman of my 
own — he knows the road— and if he could but pafs 
the frontier under your protection 

Rig. I promife for him every thing that you can 
with— but haften, haften! I have not a mintue now 
to lofe. 

SteL He (hall attend you inftantly. 

[Exit into Cabin. 

Rig. Each moment fwells into hours, that 1 delay 
among thefe fatal mountains* — rWhy was I perfuad- 
ed to vifit them? Oh i that I could recall the damn- 
ing hour I firft beheld them — that hour of frenzy 
and perdition — when ftripped by gamefters of my 
laft refource, fortune loft, and reputation flaked, 1 
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fuftied on blood and rapine as my predefined 
courfe ! — Upon what trivial chances may our crimes, 
or virtues hinge ! — Had not Luneda's letter reached 
me at the very infant that it did — had it not ap» 
prifed me of the treafure borne about his perfon— * 
his lonely route — his unattended ftate— eacti parti- 
cular .confpiring to feduce — my foul had never — 
no, furely, never— been tempted to the deed which 
damns it! Wretched Luneda! ftill, ftill I hear his 
dying cry — it pleads to heaven againft me — the* 
groans too uttering now, by the poor wretch, on 
whom I lecretly dire&ed the fufpicion— that mife* 
rable (lave who now toils among the galleys, and in- 
vokes 

[Eftevan has advanced during the la3 /entente, 
from the Cottage, with fearful humility, and 
bowing jujl oppofitc to Rigolio as be turns his 
head. 
Eftev. Signor ! — I wait your 
Rig. Ha ! — what apparition has 

£ftev> The Signor Rigolio ! 

Rig* 'Tis he! — Eftevan !— the very valet of— 
Estev. Count Luneda* Oh, Signor I betray me 
% riot. Mercy ! mercy ! — [Flings himfelf diftraSealy at 
Rigolio f s/<?tf.) 

Rig. Rife! if you are unfortunate, I—- but, tell 
me — how came you to this Ipot ? Report had reach'd 
me, you were fentenced — and for life, to 

Eficv. Yes, to flavery ! — and to difgrace far 
heavier than my chains ! — but I was innocent of 
all* Oh, Signor ! you were my matter's friend- 
pity me ! fave me !« 

Rig. Speak more coherently — let me comprehend 
your cafe. — I had been told, that fome weeks after 
the murder of my friend you had been apprehended 
in a diftant part of Spain upon fufpicion of the 

D 
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crime— and though the fad was not diftinftly 
proved upon your trial, yet, fo ambiguous feemed 
the circumftance, your judges had condemned you 
to the oar for life. 

Estev. Such was the dreadful fentence. — Yet, by 
every power— 

Rig. Referve your oaths -give roe fa&s. 
Effev. I will obey you, Signor !— my unfortunate 
mafter, when he landed from Mexico, was accom- 
panied only by his little fon, and by myfelf— his 
vaft property converted into jewels, travelled with 
him. — Your name he perpetually mentioned with 
anxiety, as one of his earlieft friends. — At the firft 
poft upon our journey he learned that your regiment 
lay in quarters but a (hort diftance from the town 
of Tarracona. Inftantly he difpatched me forwards 
with a note, requefting you to meet him at Collares. 
This, as you muft remember, I had the honour to 
deliver into your own hands with punctuality. I 
was then to have rejoined my mafter inftantly, 
before he pafled the wood* Scarcely had I pro- 
ceeded a league on my return, when a ftranger met 
me with a written paper, apparently in the Count's 
hand. In this, I was directed to take a different 
route, and wait at Gerona for his further orders. 
Credulous fool ! I fell into the fnare, treachery tri- 
umphed, and the noble Luneda perifhed ! 

Rig* (4$ide) — Still then, I am unfufpefted by 
him. — Proceed, my worthy man, I am attentive. 

Eflev. News of the murder reached Gerona — on 
the firft furprife, my fenfes fled. When I recovered, 
•it was in a dungeon. During my delirium, fome 
fecret villain had denounced me as the affaffin — hur- 
ried before ftrange Judges— my guilt in part be* 
lieved — a fentence of eternal flavery was pafled^— 
Oh, Signor! think of his honid fate who lives to 
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be a flave forever ! four nights fince by miracle I 
efcaped — your protection would enfure my safety. — 
O, bear me with you into France— my fervices — 
my prayers — my life are yours ! 

Rig [Aside.) This accident may yet redeem me — 
aye l—Juddenly 9 and it may. Eftevan ! honeft, buf- 
fering creature ! — a fure afylum for your griefs is 
near. The chateau of my friend (hall be your 
home while I am abfent ; and truft me, even before 
I return, fuch zeal will I employ, tidings you little 
can expeft, may reach you. 

EJlev. [Flings himfelf fa/ore Mm.) Benignant! gra- 
cious Being ! theie burfting tears muft thank you ! 

Rig. No thanks till you find I have deferved 
them ; there is not a moment to be loft. You muft 
thither inftantly— I will provide you with a letter 
fhall accomplifh all ! 

Eftev. Too gracious Signor !— but your own 
affairs 

Rig. However urgent, they (hall not be regarded, 
'till I baife fettled yours. Once in the Caftle you 
will be fufficiently fecured. The letter fhall in- 
ftantly be written, which decides your fate ! 

(Rigolio baflily enters the Cabin motioning Eftevan 
to follow bim 9 who is met by Stella ) 

Stel. Speed thee, dear kinfman! beyond thefe 
mountains danger and perfecution both will ceafe, — > 
Etfey. Thanks, kind Stella !< eternal thanks ! . 
\Exit Eftevan into Cabin. 



AIR. 
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AIR. — StXlLA. 

Oh! speed thee, dear kinsman 

From bondage from fear, 
For danger's await thae 

While lingering here ;~^*-*- 
The breeze of yon mountain, 

Shall lift up it's Toice, 
Like a spirit to bid thee, 

In freedom rejoice!— 

Then, speed thee dear kinsman,, 
Oh, hasten away— 

From sl&very's darkness 
To liberty* day ! 

II, 

Thy fame has been blotted, 

By calumny's mark ; 

The stream of thy fortunes 

Runs troubled and dark, 
But streams that hare struggled 

Long buried in night, 
At length burst in torrents 

To freedom and light ! 

Then speed <hee>&c. 



{Exit. 
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SCENE-r-TA? Chateau.—- Rosara and Pablo Enter 
from oppofire fides. 

Ros How lingular an event ! 

Fab. Theoddcftof all poffible oddities ! 

Ros. To leate us fo abruptly — to refufe all ex- 
planation. N • • 

Pab. Without the civility of faying, •« Gentle- 
men, good day/' 

Ros. To depart without his ferv;ants — what a 
ftrange man ! 

Pub. To depart without his breakfaft — wliat a' 
fimple man ! 

Enter Zavior. 

Ros, Any news of our runaway gueft, uncle ? 

Zav. None, my girl ; I left your brother in the 
chace — but this Colonel flipped his cable fo quietly, 
without fignal, and had flood out to fea under fuch 
a prefs of fall, that the Strombolo herfclf would 
never come up with him. 

m Ifas. How unaccountable his condud ! — Surely 
his friefldfliip for Luneda muft have been extraor- 
dinary. I never wit neffed agitation fo violent, 

Zav. Nor I, — What fays Myrtillo ? does he re- 
colled the Colonel's name ? 

Ros Yes, perfedly— he frequently had beard his 
poor father mention it— but he canrtot recall any 
particular*. 

Baron (without.) This way, good man ! — let me 
prefent you to my -family. 

Enter Bavlon followed by Estevan. 

Zav. What ftrange cruizer has my brother taken 
in tow here ? — One that feenas to have weathered 
lame foul gales* 
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Baron. Pablo! Seek for my fon, direQly — this 
ftranger bears a letter to him. 

(Pablo looks curioufly at Eftevan and Exit. 
He comes recommended to , our protection hy the 
Chevalier Rigolio. 

Ros. Oh ! then we (hall know all. — Where did 
you leave the Colonel, honeft man ? — when docs he 
return to us ? 

Eltcv. I am ignorant, young lady, of the Colo- 
nel's precife plans. — But, I know that he devotes 
himfelf at this moment, to a benevolent caufe, and 
the prayers of the unfortunate attend him every 
where. 

Zav. Do' they ? then a feamen's good wifli be 
blown along with them, let him tack about, and 
fteer for what harbour he pleafes. 

Ros. Ah ! Claudio is here, and now the letter 
will tell us all. 

Enter Claudio and Pablo. 

Claud. A meflenger to me ! and from Rigolio ! 

Baron. This man has a lettej; for you — the Colo- 
nel is bis patron. 

Claud. Indeed ! then I befeech you, let all here 
receive him as their friend w 

Baron. Speak for your family, Claudio. — Say, 
that he is welcome-^truly welcome ! 

Eftev. Ah ! Signors— -this lfindnefs to one, fo long 
inured to forrow and contempt, I 

Claud. Whatever your diftrefies, thinfc tjiem 
concluded here—this letter will teach us, doubt lefs, 
how to iympathize with, and to confole you. — —- 
{Opens and reads.)- — " My excellent young friend, 
• c entreat your family to pardon ; my abrupt de- 
f * parture — to-morrow (hall elucidate every thing, 
u Meanwhile, let me conjure you to fecure the per- 
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€t fob of the man who delivers this. You behold in 
" him, a fugitive from offended laws, and the con- 
cc vifted murderer of the Count Luneda." 

[A pau/e— Eftevan overwhelmed by furprife and 
emotion,— stands incapable of utterance. — The 
other Characters furvcying him with the differ- 
ent regards of horror and difmay. 
Claud. Monfter ! 

Bos. Wretched, wicked being ! I fliudder to be- 
hold him! 

Baron. Let the officers of juftice be fummoncd ! 
— remove the monfter from us, left his prefence 
draw a vengeance on thefe walls. 

Claud. Be that my care — guard him clofely I — . 
let him not flir till I return.— (Rufhcs out.) 

"Lav. See, how confeious guilt confounds his 
features. 

Barm. Speak, have you a word to offer in de- 
fence t 

(Eftevan feemsfor a moment endeavouring toad* 

drefs him, but emotion fuffocates the effort, be 

ftaggers towards Rofara, buries bis face tviih 

bis hands* and at laft fobs audibly.) 

Rof Ah ! how dreadful the image of affli&ion, 

even in the guilty ! Unhappy being ! fpeak, have 

you one plea to offer ? 

Eftev. {With a look of ftill defpair.) — None, lady 
none ! I feel that I was born to be a wretch, and 
dare not ftruggle longer againft my fate ! 
Rof. Then you confefs the crime? 
E/lev. No, before man and heaven, I deny it fo- 
lemnly ! but treachery has woven fuch a net about 
me, I muft needs defpair ! 

(Eftevan relapfes into the profounde/l defpondency, 
and again obfeures his face* Myrtillo enters 
cheerfully , through a door in the centre of the 
fceney and advances between Zavier and Rofara. 
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Rof. {Rapidly intercepting bis view of Eftevan.}— 
Ob I beloved Myrtillo, withdraw. — I conjure you 
—you muft not pafs th?t way. 

(Myrtillo in afionifhment feerns to afk her motives. 

Eftevan fuddenly changes his portion, and the 

eyes of the two meet. Both ftart as if bewildered 

by doubtful rccolle&ions.) 

E/lev. Merciful heavens ! — that face ! — thofe 

eyes! 

Zav. Yes, murderer ! tremble ! — The fbn of Lu- 
lled* ftands before you ! 

Efiev. Ah! • • 

(He Jprings involuntarily forward* and elafps Myr- 

tillo's knees. — The boy /till hefitat$s — Eftevan 

tears up tbe fkeve of his right arm* dud points to 

a fear. The boys eyes lighten up with inffant 

conviBion* he embraces Eftevan, and welcomes 

him with tendernefs and affeflion.) 

Efiev. Bounteous heaven ! thanks ! I behold my 

matter's fon once more, and I can die content. 

Zav. What myftery is here > Can Myrtillo em- 
brace the affaffin of his father ? 

(Myrtillo perfifis in bis careffes* and pointing to the 
scar f indicates that be remembers it with grati- 
tude.) 
. Rof. Why does he point to that fear upon the, 
arm? 

Efiev. He remembers it; 'twas the bite of a fe- 
rocious wolf, which , I received in proteQing him 
from danger in his infant years. — (Myrtillo acqmefces 
with fervour.) 

Zav. Is it poffible Rigolio has deceived us? 
Anfwer us, Myrtillo. — You beheld diftin&ly the 
features of your father's murderer — anfwer, then, is 
there a poffibility this can have been the man ? 

/"Myrtillo impetuoujly fepete Vhe idea, and identi- 
fies Eftevan as his friend.) 
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£ftev* {Wkkfrwtfa jcy.y~Mj innocence at laft 
is manifeft ! Yes, yes, Luneda's iota proclaims my 
innocence. 

Tav. Rift, rife, much injured man !— Whoever 
i)e your perfecmors, you (haH find prote&ion here* 
[ Tfve thunder fuddenly rolls, and the windows be- 
come ilfamimted <with the lightning*} 

Pabtb. There — I thought fo— -I expefted a ftorm 
would come after funfet*— the Ikies have threatened 
all day. 

Rof. I fear 'twill be tremendous, and our dear 
Claadio, deceived by this .unlucky letter, erofliug the 
■moimtam «te Summon the police, is now expofed to 
all its fury. 

Baron. J tremble left he fiiould be ovejrt£ke*i Jby 
the darkneCs, and mifs the -narrow loot-track be- 
yond the torrent. 

PaUq. Ah *. that cuffed torrent ! Some accident 
;happens there continually .-"-(Storm increafes,) 

XafOi Brother, let the fervants aflembie with 
torches, $nd take different paths towards the tor- 
rent. -I'M go With them myfelf. 

Baron. Have with you brother. — Unlefs we plant 
lights along thofe precipices, Claudio's danger may 
indeed 4 be great. 

koj. "But if the officers of juftice fliould arrive in 
your ab fence, -how ihall I proted this unfortunate 
man I 

(MyrtiIlo^«&/i« thai himfetf, with Eftevan, will 
accompany the party forth.) 

Rof. You will meet them, and declare bis inno- 
cence at once. Ah ! but in this ftorm — 

Xav. (Storm.) — Ha! no more delay. Pablo! 
Torches'there !— • to the torrent ! 

(Exit Rofara on one fide y the other charaSlers by 
the oppofttc direction. My rt'Alo grafps Efte van's 
E 
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hand with alacrity 9 and pledges himself to avouch 
bis innocence. 

SCENE.-— The Valley of the Torrent.-- Aero fs the bead 
of the Torrent afoot-bridge is cafi to the fummit of a 

. perpendicular rock, on which the ruins of a chapel are 
perceptible. The fctne is nearly dark, and the differ- 
ent majjes of rock and water are developed , but at in* 
tervals, by the glare of lightning. 7 he jlorm rages, ' 
and Rigolio appears combating with its fury. 

Rig. Spirits of darknefs ! whither will ye drive 
your viftim ! I have loft the track (hould lead me 
into France, and wander through this dreadful wil- 
dernefs without a clue. What will become of me ? 
Return to the Caftle — I dare not while the orphan 
lives. — I am exhaufted. — {He leans on the rocks. — 
Storm redoubles.— Rufhcs wildly forward.) — Avenging 
powers! — Luneda's fpirit walks abroad, and arms 
the elements againft me.—(HalIoos are heard at a 
dijlance. — He batloos to them in return.) — Ah ! voices 
fo »ear ! — torches too! — If they are peafants, I am 
faved. — Holloa \ this way, this way. — Ah ! no, the 
Baron's voice. — I am fought for.— If they find 
me — Horror ! — Whither (hall I fly to (hun them ? 
{He flies up the winding path eondubting to the tor- 
rent. Baron, Zavier, Pablo, and dome/tics, 
enter with torches in front. ) 

Zav* This way the voice founded. No doubt it 
was my nephew. 

Baron. Merciful heavens 1 how dreadfully the tor- 
rent rages ! 

Zav. Holloa! Ctaudio! Nephew I Holloa I 
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Enter EstevXn and Myrtillo: 

Eftev. Ah ! Sirs ! I befeech you prevail upon 

this generous, noble youth that he return .— ->At 

fiich tender vears to brave a ftorm like this. 

. Zav. Return, return, Myrtillo ; I command you. 

(Rigoli •• is (c*n crqffing the foot-bridge, to gain the 

Jhelter of the ruins. Jufi as be-crojfes the light- 

\ ning flares upon bis figure, 

Pablo Look ! look I there's fomebody on the 
bridge. I faw a figure pafs — I fwear it. 

Baron. It muft be Claudio — and if be ventures 
further— 

(Myrtillo fuddenly fnatches a torch from one of the 
dome/lies > and darts up the path. 
Pablo. Stop! ftop!— Matter Myrtillo, ftop! 
Zav. Ah! the brave child! never fear him — he 
knows his footing well. Bring your torches further 
along the bed of the torrent, that he may fee us, 
and one of you follow him. 

(AU depart by a lower path, except Eft e van, who 
takes the fame trqck Myrtillo has afcended, but 
left far behind. Rigolio is Jeen watching Jrom 
the ruin the different directions of the torches. 
Myrtillo advances acrofs the bridge ; jufi as be 
he is about to enter the ruin f Rigolio with his 
froord ftrikes the torch from his band. The Boy 
recedes in the darknefs ; Rigolio Jotiows> Jeizes 
him on the middle of the bridge, and burls him 
over into the bed of the torrent. Eftevan, with 
his torch, appears at J he fame moment on a pro- 
jecting crag ; about half way up the path be bears 
the plunge. 
Eftev. Ah ! he has fallen from the bridge !— ■* 
Help ! help ! fave him ! fave him ! 
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(He precipitates bimfelf into the torrent. Rigolio. 
flies into the ruins. Baron, Zavier, tec. rapidly 
return.) 
Zav. My boy! my boy ! fave htm !— All I hive 
in the world fhall reward the nun who favea bim \ 
(The lightnings flare vividly upon the water, and 
Jhcw Myrtillo borne dorm the agitated voters, 
Eftevan struggling after bim. 
Zav. Ah ! he floats towards the fecond fall— then 
he is loft ! 

Pablo. No, no, the man has caught hi* arrft-— 
Zav. But the torrent bears them both away. 
(Pablo flings out a cord} at the mmem they apr 
preach the fecond fall, Eftevan catches it with 
his dif engaged hand.) 
Pablo. Huzza ! he catches the cord !— Quick, 
quick ! all of you your torches this way ! 

(Eftevan struggles ; they drag him to the bank,— 
he' bears Myrtillo, in/cn/thle, forwards ', flitsgs 
bim into Zavier* s extended arm*, then falls *#• 
hausted among the groupe.) 

SCENE.— The Chateau, 
Enter Rosara and Cl audio. 

Bos. How unlucky! Then you have feturned 
without meeting them ? 

Claudio. You fay they are feeking for me in the 
direftion of the torrent, fuppofing I muft pafs the 
bridge ; but the ftorm befet mjrpath fo fuddenly, I 
difpatched a peafant forwards, and returned myfelf 
by the flickered path among the olive grounds. 
However, the magiftracy are, ere this, alarmed ; and 
the villain will be fecured by their officers to-night. 

Ros. Ah I I had forgotten to inform you< — your 
friend the Colonel has been utterly deceived ; — the 
man he would accufe is innocent of the murder.— 
Myrtillo has himftlf declared fo* 
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Ctsuiio. Impoffible ! My life 2nd honour upon 
the ftrictnefs of Rigolio's charge. The orifappie* 
henfion muft be here. 

Enter Pa*lo» 

Path. Horrible ! dreadful I— Oh ! MifsRofcra! 
have you heard it ? — Such an accident ! 

Res. Heavens !— What has happened ? 

Pablo Death and horror !— Murder and deftruc- 
lion ! — Poor Matter Myrtiilo has been drowned. 

Res. Merciful powers ! 

Claudio. Myrtiilo drowned 1 

Pablo. Oh, yes! he was quite killed once; but 
We have brought him to life again* 

Ros. Then he yet lives ? 

Pablo. Yes ; all owing to me though. — How the 
torrent foamed and roared ! — there he floated away 
for the fecond fall — there the ftrange man buffeted 
«fter him there both of them were ju ft fpent — and 
there I flung out the rope that laved tbem, — Oh! 
Mif$« if you had but feen me fling it — fo nice and 
Mat to the moment ! 

Ros. But fpeak, (peak I — How did this danger 
happen ? 

Pablo I can't tell yet. — Matter Myrtiilo had but 
juft recovered, and was beginning to explain, whan 
I ran on before to tell you. 

Enter Zavier abruptly with Estevan. — He waves 
to Pablo hastily to withdraw. 

Zav, Ah ! nephew you are here then ? You 
have heard already of — 

Clandio. Dear Myrtillo's danger ? — Yes, fir.— 
But how did this accident — 

Zav. No, no, nephew, it was not accident— de- 
fign, horrible defign ! 



38 THE BROKEN SWORD. 

Claudio, You cannot mean it. — What hand fo 
atrocious ? 

Zav. I tremble for your Take— I tremble whilft J 
denounce the monfter; — but fufpicion. powerful 
fufpicion, falls upon j. 

Claudio. Whom ? " - 

Zav. That man you call your dearest friend—? 
Rigolio, 

Claudio. Monftrous calumny!— Who coulJ de- 
fame fo excellent, fo honourable a character ? 

Zav. Behold his accufer, this ftranger, who but 
now, at the hazard of his own life, f^ved Myrtillo's* 

Claudio. Infamous afpej-fiqn } — If there be a pu- 
nifhmea 

Esiev. Prove that I merit your reproach, and 
yield me freely to the (harped torture ; byt Hften 
to my proofs, before you rejeft my teftimony. 

Claudio. Speak ! 

Estev. When Myrtillo recovered from his fwoon, 
he motioned to us that we fhould (earch the fpot 
from which he had fallen. We did fo; and this 
fragment of a fword blade — {produces about a third of 
a blade, broken off from the point) — was found at the 
entrance of the ruined abbey : — that it muft recently 
have fallen there, the brightnefs of its politti is an 
evidence. Signor, refpe&fully I requeft that you\ 
will unfheath your own regimental fword, and com- 
pare the two blades together. 

Claudio. Affuredly— examine it ixee\y.-~{ Draws.) 

Zav. {after comparing them.) The fragments cor- 
refpond precifely, both in (hape and quality, and 
the engravings on each alike. Would not Colonel 
Rigolio's fword be the counterpart of yours ? 

Claudio. I admit the refemblance and the proba- 
bility. — But what would you infer from this ? 

Zav. Hear me. While this fearch was making 
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dn the rock, my poor boy traced eagerly with a 
pencil thefe hafty words, (Reads.) " My life has 
" been attempted. A fword ftiddenly ftruck againft 
" the torch I carried, and dallied it from my hand 
" -—the blade broke as it gave the blow, and a piece 
" of it fell againft my foot. I retreated; but a 
c< figure purfued me in the dark — it feized and 
*• plunged me from the bridge into the torrent/' 

Clauaio. And is this your motive for fufpicion? 
Vain and prepofterous furmife ! Rigolio, the braveft 
and bed of heroes, become the aflaffin of an inno- 
cent boy! — too monftrous even for reply. But 
know, bafe flanderer ! to your confufion know, my 
friend mutt have been at a diftance of many leagues 
beyond the bridge at the very moment Myrtillo was 
aflaulted there. 

Enter Pablo. 

Pablo. O! fignor! wonder upon wonders 1— Your 
friend, whom every body thought had gone away 
from us, has juft come back again ; I left him in 
the great hall. 

Claudio. Colonel Rigolio do you mean ? 

Pablo Yes — and fuch a figure I never few in my 
life — his face fo pale, and his eyes fo wild.— I vovir 
when 1 placed the candles before him, he looked 
to me for all the world like fome murderer; 

Claudio,. Peace, fcoundrel !— I muft not, will 
not, dare not think of it. 

Xav. Nephew! nephew! ifprivatefriendfhip can 
ftifle in your bofom the awful claim of juftice — then 
the pride and honour of your houfe are forfeited Jpr 
ever. — Rigolio's return at the very inftant ivhen — 

Claudio. Every thing will be explained to his 
honour ; I am convinced it will.-— Pablo, lead me 
to him inftantly. 
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Esttv. 8«3d, fignorl — I have a caufe **ich 
wakes a lowly mam forget humility. I -demand, 
folewnfy demand, to be confronted witfe Rigolio, 
f his -moment, in your prrfe«ce. 

fXaudiv. Come -on— *{$tizes his h*nd.y~- You 
fcrare a fearful risk.; — May heaven jdecide between 
you for the truth ! 

(Exeunt Clawdio and Erevan on 
omfidc, Zavier, 0i* vppofitt. 

^CENE~Tke Gwtffe ffflH—RioGL***! difcoverei the 
defolale leing deferihed by Pablo, fwtti in the oenfac 
of the Mffl % mar a fdbk tra which tight* m* burning. 

&ig+ How fwgbtfulis /this ipa**fe of fotitude ao4 
filence! None of the family approach to welcome 
me. But oh ! negleft of ceremony is affli&ion's 
charter; and this accurfed hand has changed thefe 
hofjpitable halls into a defolate .abode of death and 
tears ! — {Suddenly starts up>] — Let me endeavour to 
fliake off this lethargy! — (T 'aces rapidly.) — I ca» 
pace thefe floors fecurely now ; the only form I 
dreaded «tp encounter — here (ball never, never more 
be found. The winds have heard, and mocked his 
xlyii^g cry J the wave flows over him — he flecps eter- 
nally! Sitlighfly then, my heart — rejoice; exult; 
"No — no— -there is a chilly weight that Qtfks it down 
— quite down \~-[&e drops back into his chair. ) — • 
Shame ; fhame ! let me ra'Ily — rfrey approach— 'Let 
me, atf ieaft, be faithful to royfelf. 

Enter PA&LQiJjghting Claudio* who is followed iy 
EstSvaj*.. 

Claud* Pablo, leave .us. \E*it Pab. 

Rig. (frith forced /pit its advancing.)— My friend I 
dear Claudio ! — (For a moment they prejtrve an uneqfy 
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jHetee* regarding eaeb other anxiety, as at a loft how to 
addrcfs.) — Claudio,— you— yon are doubtkfs fur- 
prifed at my return. 

Chad. I muft own, it was unexpe&ed. 

Rig. Entirely accidental. The ftorm has fwollqi* 
the rivulets into an inundation acrofs the valley, and 
2 found it impoffible to proceed. My return is not, 
I truft, unwelcome to my friends ? 

Ciau. {After a struggle. ) — Rtgolio, I cannot—ne- 
yer could diffemble. Speak ! does your confcieftce 
declare, you ftill deferve* our welcome ? ' 

Rig. Ha ! 1 perceive— dbitie odious calumny.— 
Where is the wretch, who dares accufe me ? 

Clau. Behold !— and O ! if poffible, difprove him 
here ! 

Points to Estevan, who Enters. 

Rig. That traitor ! that convi&ed felon ! 
Estev. No — that injured fuffering man, whom a 
villain perfecutes> but whom heaven protefts* 

Rig. Infolent wretch ! is it to me you dare ad- 
drefs 

Estev. The only language truth can ufe to vil- 
lainy fb monftrous- Here^ in the prefence of this 
.noble youth — and foon before the whole affembled 
world— aloud I brand you. with the name of mur- 
derer — an infant's murderer ! — aye, murderer and 
coward! 

Rig.. My rage can brook no more ! die* mifcre- 

ant ! e're that venom'd tongue 

[Rigolio, trunfported almost to. madnefs, furioufly 

draws hit /ward, Claudio foreibly catches bis 

arm as he ru/hes forwards — the blade appears 

broken towards the point. 

Estw. Ah! the proof! the deep, the damning 

proof !— Heaven's own eternal hand is here t 

F 
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[He fixes the fragment to the extended blad e- 
Rigolio* as he perceives the di/covery, stands as 
if rooted to thefpot by magic. 
Clau. Merciful heavens ! the evidence indeed is 
clear ! 

Rig (Tremulously.) What proof ? what evidence? 

who fays that if the orphan, by accident, have 

perished 

Estev. Ha ! mark there — the villain's own con- 
fufionnow confeffes all. But, know, Myrtillo lives! 
Rig. Lives ! 

Estev. Aye ! to blaft and overwhelm a monfter ! 
This inflant let the wretch be feized— this inftant ! 
£Eftevan ru/hes out* as tj tojummon the family. -r* 
Rigolio staggers towards the Table, and [up- 
forts hi^ trembling limbs apainst it. 
Clau. (Surieyi g him n ub mixed emotions.) — Rigo- 
lio, moft unhappy mar) ; what daemoi: could have 
prompted — but no matter, you once faved my life, 
I cannot injure yours. — Fly ! — efcape, if poffible. 
Rig. youthen, even you believe me guiity. 
Clou, Unfortunate man ! I feel convinced; but, 
let me pay the debt of gratitude I owe you — thefe 
doors open to the garden — this key unlocks the 
private gate beyond — fly, fly ! 

Rig m I am a wretch— difpofe of me as you wilL 
BarOn. This way 

£Claudio leads Kigolio [stupified by apprchen- 

Jions) to the folding doors in the centre of the 

[cent — they are thrown a/under, and a crowd of 

perfons an torches are dijeovered.) 

Clau. [Dragging Rigolio quickly back.) — We are 

prevented. Ah ! 'tis now too late-?— by yonder 

door fly ! fly ! 

Baron (Advancing.) — My fon, the officers of jaftice 
have arrived to execute your fummons* 
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[Thegroupe moves forward — Zavier and Rofara 

with Myrtillo visible in the centre. Rigolio 

turns to escape — Eftevan's rapid entrance in' 

- tercepts him at the other door. 

Estev. Officers, advance ! behold your prifoner 

here ! 

[Rigolio, as he turns to avoid Eftevan, suddenly 
faces Myrtillo— -ibe eye of each becomes rivet ted. 
-—The boy presses his throat between his fingers, 
as if to repress a choaking effort of the feelings. 
— He shudders violently 9 then, with a sudden 
fearful cry, be darts from bis position, and 
springs upon Rigolio exclaiming 
Myr. My father's murderer ! 
Estev. Ha! he fpeaks! — an infpi ration from the 
grave refounds ! — the father's ghoft cries •• Ven- 
geance" by his orphan's lips. 

Myr. (Fastening irremoveably upon Rigolio.)— Juf- 
tice! juftice ! juftice! 

[Rigolio laughs deliriously , and sinks down, con- 
vulsed, under Myrtillo* s grasp. 
Ros. Miferable being! — Juitice muft be his meed 
from man — may mercy prove his boon from hea- 
ven! 

The Picture is formed, and the Curtain falls. 
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